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trifles. The Norwegians are much better liked, as a clever,
hardy, sensible people. I forgot to notice there was a Nor-
wegian prize lying in the Sound of Lerwick, sent in by one of
our cruisers. This was a queer-looking, half-decked vessel, all
tattered and torn, and shaken to pieces, looking like Coleridge's
Spectre Ship. It was pitiable to see such a prize. Our ser-
vants went aboard, and got one of their loaves, and gave a
dreadful account of its composition. I got and cut a crust of
it; it was rye-bread, with a slight mixture of pine-fir bark or
sawings of deal. It was not good, but (as Charles XII. said)
might be eaten. But after all, if the people can be satisfied
with such bread as this, it seems hard to interdict it to them.
What would a Londoner say if, instead of his roll and muffins,
this black bread, relishing of tar and turpentine, were presented
for his breakfast ? I would to God there could be a Jehovah-
jireh, f a ram caught in the thicket/ to prevent the sacrifice of
that people.

" The few friends who may see this Journal are much in-
debted for these pathetic remarks to the situation under which
they are recorded; for since we left the lighthouse we have
been struggling with adverse wind (pretty high too), and a very
strong tide, called the Host of the Start, which, like Sumburgh
Bost, bodes no good to our roast and boiled. The worst is that
this struggle carries us past a most curious spectacle, being no
less than the carcases of two hundred and sixty-five whales,
which have been driven ashore in Taftsness Bay, now lying
close under us. With all the inclination in the world, it is im-
possible to stand in close enough to verify this massacre of
Leviathans with our own eyes, as we do not care to run the
risk of being drawn ashore ourselves among the party. In
fact, this species of spectacle has been of late years very com-
mon among the isles. Mr. Stevenson saw upwards of a hun-
dred and fifty whales lying upon the shore in a bay at Unst,
in his northward trip. They are not large, but are decided
whales, measuring perhaps from fifteen to twenty-five feet.
They are easily mastered, for the first that is wounded among
the sounds and straits so common in the isles usually runs
ashore. The rest follow the blood, and, urged on by the boats
behind, run ashore also. A cut with one of the long whaling
knives under the back-fin is usually fatal to these huge ani- Copenhagen. But they never attend to such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